70                    THE GOLDEN TREASURY

And the stately ships go on

To their haven under the hill;                         10

But 0 for the touch of a vanish'd hand,

And the sound of a voice that is still!

Break, break, break,

At the foot of thy crags, 0 Sea!
But the tender grace of a day that is dead           15

Will never come back to me.
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THE NIGHT HAS A THOUSAND EYES

THE night has a thousand eyes,

And the day hut one;
Yet the light of the bright world dies

With the dying sun.

The mind has a thousand eyes,                         5

And the heart but one;
Yet the light of a whole life dies

When love is done.
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ROSE AYLMER

AH, what avails the sceptred race I

Ah, what the form divine!
What every virtue, every grace!

Rose Aylmer, all were thine.